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One 


Author's Notes: 
They were arguing in my head so | wrote it down. 


"What the hell is this?" Izzy said, coming into Axl's dressing room. Axl had just showered and his hair was dark 
and wet, hanging down his back. He sat on the couch with his head back, eyes closed. At Izzy's approach he 


opened his eyes and sat forward. There was a contract bunched up in Izzy's fist. Axl knew what it was. 


"Look, Izzy, if you aren't going to pull your weight in this band like me and Slash then you shouldn't make as 
much as we do. It's fair," 


Its fair? What the fuck, Axl? Are you like the goddamn boss of this band now?" 
"Look, me and Slash-" 


"Don't drag Slash into this. He's so drunk and high all the time that he wouldn't think of this shit. This is you 
and you fucking know it," 


Axl stared at him, his jaw set. 


‘Izzy, you just stand there on stage, you don't write shit anymore, you don't..Jesus. You're off all the time 
riding motorcycles and dirt bikes in Timbuktu or some such place while me and Slash do all the fucking work 
for this band, so what do you expect! You don't do as much so you shouldn't get paid as much!" 


Izzy shook his head and crumpled the contract up more. 


"This band all went to shit once Steven left," he said quietly. Axl jumped up, his wet hair whipping around his 
head. 


"| didn't fucking fire Steven! | begged him to stop all that shit he was doing, despite the fact that he almost 
killed Erin! He couldn't stay in the band like that! He could barely stand up, never mind play the fucking drums!" 


| know, but we needed him, his sense of swing on those fucking drums was worth more to our sound than you 
realize, Axl. I'm not saying it's your fault he had to go, but I'm saying that we need the five of us for this to 
work. That's where the magic was, with all five of us, not just you, Axll You think Guns N' Roses can work as 
long as you're here, but it isn't like that! You aren't Guns N' Roses! If you want to do all this instrumental 


piano shit do it as solo stuff-" 
"Where is this coming from?" Axl said, and Izzy heard the little tremble in his voice. He shook his head. 


"You know where it's coming from. Back up singers? A fucking orchestra section, for Christ's sake? What the 
fuck is that, Axl? That isn't rock n roll. That's, | don't know what the fuck that is," 


"Bands can evolve, Izzy, like the Beatles... 


"We are not the fucking Beatles, Jesus. We're not Queen, we're not fucking Elton John. You don't know, you lost 
sight of something somewhere, with your big fucking ego and everyone kissing your ass everywhere you gol 
Who likes all this shit, all this back up singer orchestra shit? Does Slash like it? Does Duff? No, its only you. 
And you do what you fucking want because you think you're the leader or the boss of the entire fucking band 


and so it doesn't really matter to you that Steven is gone!" 
It matters to me," he said, his voice quiet, eyeing Izzy. 


"No, it doesn't. We're all replaceable to you now. The only one who matters anymore is you. You don't care that 
the fucking magic from “Appetite for Destruction’ is gone. People might not notice it yet, you know, because 
the drumming thing is kind of subtle, but it's real, and it's there. Yeah, if you were gone all the little fan girls 
would cry their eyes out, but a huge part of the sound we had was Steven. Why do you think "Appetite for 
Destruction’ is selling so well? Why do you think people went fucking crazy for that album? It isn't just you, 
and this shit direction you're taking the band in is gonna take it down. 14 years of this shit, Axl. | can't put up 
with it anymore! Who caused that riot in St. Louis, huh?" 


Axl pulled his hands through his hair, tugging on the red strands. He rolled his eyes toward Izzy. 
"That fucking guy in the front row, that shit security, that's what started that riot.." 


"Wrong, Axl! You started it! You jumped into the audience like a fucking maniac and stormed off the stage like a 
child, and that started that riot! You're always blowing up and blaming everyone else and taking everything for 
yourself! Do you know how much fucking money that cost us? All that equipment and the fines and the lost 
revenue and the cancelled shows after that! Why don't we take all of that out of your royalties, huh? Oh 
yeah, | forgot, this whole fucking thing would fall apart without you so it doesn't matter what you do, does it? 
It doesn't matter how many riots you start and how many times you get arrested and cause us cancelled 
shows and how many places won't book us because of fucking you! So fine, Axl. Guess what? | fucking quit,” 


Izzy ripped the contract in two and threw it to the ground at Axl's feet. 


